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Some Swahiii 
Words 

Aftu 

to mvc, pardon, cure 

Beba 

to carry, transport 

Joka 

big siukc 

Pumbaa 

to be stunned, at a loss for words 

Simba 

lion 
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Chapter 


1 


H ey, Pumbaa!" cried Timon, lilting 
straight up on a log. “Why arc 
moil lcavci green?" 

“Hr, uh, l*m not sure," laid Pumbaa. 
He ihook hii head and grunted. Tlte vun 
wai getting hot. but it was ihady under 
the acacia tree. 

Timon, a meerkat, and Pumhaa, his 
wan bog friend, were getting ready for 
their early afternoon nap. It wai halfway 
between their after-lunch nap and their 
late afternoon nap. 

“I-cascs are green,’* laid Timon, 
"bccauie that big yellow thing in the ikv 
puli special green glop on them." 


- 7 - 







“Wow," said Pumbaa. “That’s ama/ 
ing I kind «»t thought it was because the 
green stulY helps them make food from 
light." 

“Boy, don’t you know anything?" uid 
Union. “That's enxy! Making food from 
light! Hah!" 

“Can I go hack to deep now?" asked 
I’umbaa. 

“Yeah, sure," uid Timon. “I just 
thought maybe you’d like to talk about 
science or—" 

I bump! Crash! 

“Oof!" I *u m ha a grunted. 

11k lion cub Kopa had raced through 
the bodies, jumped over the log, and run 
smack into Pumbaa’s stomach. Nala, 
Kopa’s mother, was right behind him. 

“Whoa, whoa, whoa, little buddy," 
said Timon, hopping on top of Pumbaa. 

Nala laughed. "Kopa, you’re just like 
Simba when he was your age." 

Simba, the lion King, was Kopa’s 
father. Nala and Simba had known each 


other ever since they were cub*. When 
Simba’s father. Mufau, had been killed, 
Simba had run away because he’d 
thought his father’s death was his fault. 
But Mufau had been killed by his evil 
brother. Scar, w ho wanted to be the 
lion King. 

Timon and I’umbaa had rescued 
Simba, and they had tried in a jungle far 
away until Nala had found Simba. Nala 
had persuaded Simba to take his rightful 
place as king. Simba had battled Scar and 
become the new Lion King. Not long 
after, Nala and Simba had become the 
parents of Kopa. 

Kopa crinkJed his nose and snifTed 

lough 

“What’s bothering you?" asked Nala 
gently. “Something is wrong." 

“Nothing," Kopa said, turning his 
head away and sniffing again. 

“Something’s wrong*" asked Timon, 
hopping down from Pumbaa’s back and 
onto a rock. “What happened?" 
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“Nothing happened!" Kopa >elled. 
**And stop avian}; me all the time!" 

“See?" said Nala. “He’s grouchy. 
Something’* wrong, but Kopa keeps 
saying everything is fine. I don’t believe 
him!" 

“I’m wire everything is okay," Timon 
said to Nala. He patted Kopa on the 
head, “leave Kopa here with us. I think 
he just needs to talk about science for 
awhile." 

“Science always cheers me up!" 
l’umbaa grunted. “I love science!" 

Nala turned to Kopa. “Have a good 
time," she said. She w alked away from 
the acacia tree and headed back across the 
grassy plain to Pndc Rock. 

"lust leave it to old Uncle Timon and 
old Uncle Pumbaa," said Timon, punch¬ 
ing Kopa’s shoulder. “Sometimes a man 
needs to talk about stuff with another 
man. right?" 

Kopa rolled his eves and clamped his 
mouth shut. He looked disgusted. 
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Timon sat down dicing Kopa. “So 
what's tl»c problem?" he asked. “You can 
icll us. Is it a gill or something?" 

“Did one of the girl cubs kiwxk you 
down?" asked Pumbaa. “Your mother 
always used to knock your father down 
when they were cubs. Simha got really 
mad absmt that." 

Kopa looked up, surprised. 

“She did?" he said. “I didn't think 
anyone could kntxk Dad down." 

“N«»t now," said Timon. “But back 
then, it was a different story. Is that what 
happened?" 

“No!" said Kopa. “And I don’t feel 
like talking about it. Hut's all." 

“Boy, oh, boy," mumbled Timon. 
“Our little buddy is not in a good 
mood." 

“Well, sometimes talking about a 
problem helps," said Pumbaa. 

"lust leave me alone!" snapped Kopa. 
I le turned his head and stared at some 
springbok bouncing across the plain. 
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A tear rolled down Kopa's face. He 
sniffed hard and scow led. “Who cares 
anyway?" 

“Not me," said Timon. He folded hi* 
arms across his chest. “I only care about 
grubs and bug*. How about you, Pum¬ 
baa? What do you care about?" 

“Gosh." said Pumbaa. “1 care about 
grub* and bugs too. But I also care about 
my friends and the Pride and the leaves 
and the st—" 

“Enough!" snapped Timon. “I care 
about lot* of things too. But I don't go 
around listing all of them unless some¬ 
body asks me." 

“But you did ask me!" said Pumbaa. 

“Stop arguing!" yelled Kopa. “I'll tell 
you what’s wrong!" 



Chapter 



K opa wiped away another tear. 

“Kid, you're making me sad." 
vaid Timon. “h couldn't be all 
that bad." 

“Ye», it could," vaid Kopa, taking a 
deep breath. “You know Afua, mv best 
friend?" 

"He's a nice kid," vaid Pumbaa. "A 
lion cub like you, right?" 

“Well, hc'v not my bevt friend any¬ 
more." vaid Kopa. “He** a dope, and I 
hate him!" 

“Slow down a minute," vaid Timon. 

“ Hate's a strong word. What did Afua do 
to make you hate him?" 
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Kopa looked down and started 
drawing in the dirt with hi* paw. Then 
he sniffed again. 

“Hc'v stupid, that's all," Kopa vaid. 

“Really?" said Timon, scratching his 
head thoughtfully. “I don’t remember 
that Afua was stupid last week, do you, 
Pumbaa?" 

“Afua was pretty smart last week," 
Pumbaa vaid. “Maybe he ate something 
that made him »kk. Sometimes when you 
feel sick, you act stupid for a few days." 

Kopa shook his head. “’ITut's silly ! All 
Afua wants to do is hang around with 
Beba. He doesn’t want to play with me 
anymore." 

Timon started pacing back and forth. 
Hicn lie stopped, holding his finger in 
the air. 

“I remember now," he said with a big 
smile. “Beba is the cheetah cub. He runs 
all over the place." 

“Right," vaid Kopa. “Afua thinks Beba 
is the fastest nmner and the best climber 
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and the highest jumper around." 

“And what do you think?" asked 
Pumhaa. 

"I think Bcha i* esen stupider than 
Afua," said Knpa. “And 1 don’t want to 
play with cither of them anyway." 

Timon and Pumhaa stared across the 
grassy plain. They could sec the blue 
African hills far away. It was so quiet, the 
buzzing of the insects sounded like 
drums. Pumbaa smiled. 

“This reminds me of the time I 
thought Timon w as the meanest ntccrkat 
on the planet," he said. 

“Oh, boy! I remember that." said 
Timon with a laugh. He grinned at Knpa. 
“1 thought Pumbaa was the dopiest 
warthog that ever lived." 

“I abo thought Simba w-as just as 
had." said Pumbaa. 

"My father?" Kopa asked. 

Timon nodded. “Nobody was talking 
to anybody. 1 * 

Kopa’s mouth dropped open. “You 
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mean all three of )ttu guy* lived to hate 

one another?" 

“//«/e doesn't even cotnc close," 
Pumbaa chuckled. “Timon and I didn't 
talk to each other for days'" 

“And neither of us would talk to 
Simha," said Pumbaa. “And Simha 
wouldn't talk to us either." 

“Right," said Timon. “When I saw 
Puntbaa or your dad coming, I wanted to 
hide." 

“That's terrible," said Kopa. “What 
happened that made sou gust so mad?" 

“It wasn't our fault." said Ihimhaa. 

“Rut we didn't know- that," said 
Timon. 

“We didn't do an>thing wrong," 
Pumbaa said. 

“Yeah, but who knew?" Timon 
shrugged. 

“Slow down," said Kopa. “Somebody 
must have done something. Rest friends 
never hate each other." He stopped and 
thought fiir a moment. Then he said 


quietly, “They only do that if one of them 
does something really, really bad." 

"You mean something really bad like 
w hat Afua is doing to you?" asked 
Pumbaa. 

“Right," said Kopa. “I didn't do 
anything to Afua. He’s the one being 
stupid, not me!" 

“Are you sure Afua is being stupid?" 
asked Pumbaa. “It sounds to me as 
though you’re jealous of Reba." 

"I am not jealous," said Kopa. “And 
you guys don’t know anything!" He got 
up. “I’m leaving!" he said. 

“I was jealous," Pumbaa said softly. 

Kopa stopped. “Jealous? You?" 

“1 was jealous too," said Timon. 

“Of who?" asked Kopa, scowling. 

“It was because of that snake, Joka," 
said Pumbaa. 

“He was a big snake," said Timon. “A 
python." He shivered. “Just thinking 
about Joka makes me feel creepy." 

“Yup," said Pumbaa. “A sneaky 



python tried to break up our friendship." 

“And it almost worked too,” said 
Timon. 

“Now, sit down and listen,’* said 
Pumhaa “We’re going to tell you what 
happened." 

Koftt sat dow n under the tree. 

“Have a grub,” said Timon. Knpa 
took the grub and chewed. 

“Simba had been living with u* for a 
few months," Pumhaa began. 

“We were the best friends there ever 
were," said Timon. Pumhaa nodded and 
gave Kopa another grub. 

“One day, I was alone in the jungle," 
said Timon, “fooling around, singing a 
song, doing a dance, playing a little hide 
and-scek with the grubs." 
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Chapter 



T imon heard a rustling in the leaves. 
He stopped dancing and cocked 
his head. 11k rustling stopped. 
Timon shrugged and began singing. 

“Where, oh, where has my little grub 
gone.’ Oh, w here, oh, w here can it be?" 
Timon lilted a log. 

He heard the rustling again. 

But this time, he also heard a hissing. 
“Rustling. Hnimmm," Timon said to 
himself. “And hissing. At the same time. 
Not a good sign." 

The rustling and hissing stopped. 
Timon w ent back to the log. He lilted 
one end and shot his hand under it. 


- 21- 






“Ah hah! Gotcha!" Me snatched up a 
grub and popped it in his mouth. “Oooh, 
g«Kxlv. One of the minty one*!" 

Timon lifted another lop and grabbed 
a fat beetle. The rustling started again. 

He snapped his head around. Slithering 
through the grass was (oka, the biggest 
python he’d ever seen. 

(oka's long, lurked tongue was flicking 
in and out of his mouth. He was smiling, 
live smile was not a friendly smile. 

I’ve seen some nasty smiles in my life, 
thought Timon, but this is the nastiest. 

Still smiling the nasty smile, |oka 
stared into Union's eyes. 

“Who-ee!" Timon dropped the beetle. 
“I’m outta here." 

“Not ssso fasvst," (oka hissed. “Ixt’vss 
talk about what’sss for lunch." 

Timon couldn't move. All he could do 
was stare back at (oka. I’m, like, h>p- 
noti/ed, he thought I gotta mose! I 
gotta scram! I gotta— 









Rut no matter how turd he tried, 
Timon couldn’t budge. All that moved 
were his teeth—and they were chattering 
with fright. 

(oka lifted his head. His eyes were so 
close to Union's face that they looked as 
big as plates. Joka coiled around him. and 
Timon felt the python’s dry, smooth skin. 
Joka started to squeeze, his mouth wide 
open. 

Timon heard snarling. It was Simha. 
He came flying over the log. He raked 
his claws across Joka’s head. Joka’s hold 
loosened. Timon fell to the ground. 
Simba knocked Timon out of the way. 
Then he turned to face Joka. 

“Get lost!" Simba snarled. “Get away 
from here! And never come back!" He 
gave a mighty roar. 

Joka lay on the ground near Simba’s 
feet. He glared at Simba and hissed. 

“I>id I sssteal your mccrkat sssnack?" 
Joka rain'd his head. “Finderess, keep- 
cress, loscrvss, wccpersss!" 
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Joka lunged toward Simba. Simba 
dodged. Once more, Simba’s claws raked 
Joka’s head. Then Simba leaped straight 
up. He came down with all lour paws and 
pinned Joka. But Joka twisted out of 
Simba’s grip. With an angry hiss, Joka 
slithered off into the grass. Timon *t eyes 
rolled up. and he fell over in a dead faint. 

“Hey! Timon! Get up!" yelled Simba, 
nudging him with his nose. “Arc you 
okay? Wake up, please!" 

“What happened?" asked I‘umbra, 
dashing into the clearing. “What’s wrong 
with Timon?" 

“Oh, man!" Simba panted. “I got here 
just in time! Some snake was about to eat 
him! Is he going to be okay?" 

“Timon, ol’ buddy!" said Pumbaa, 
pushing Timon’* foot with his snout. 
“Speak to me! Speak to me! Don’t die!" 

Timon blinked, then sat up. He 
started patting himself all ov er. 

“I’m aliv'c, right?" he asked, looking a 
little crus.* eyed. “I’m not dead or 



jnything like that, am I?** 

“No, sou’re right here with us," said 
Simba. “You had a close call. That snake 
almost had you foe lunch!** 

"Omigosh!" said Timon. “That makes 
me feel sick to my tummy. Fee uuuw! 
Ycch! What a disgusting thought!” 

“You’d better not go ofT alone like 
that again,” said Pumbaa. He looked 
around. "That snake might come back. 
You're my best friend! What ssould I do 
if anything happened to you?" 

“Esen more important, what would I 
do if anything happened to me?" said 
Timon, ghing himself a shake. 

“Okay, here’s the plan," said Simba. 
“If Joka comes hack for his snack, hc*U 
have to light all three of us. We'll stick 
together day and night." 

“Good thinking." said Pumbaa. “That 
snake in the grass will nescr get Timon 
alone—eser!" 
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Chapter 



W hile the three friends were 

talking. |oka was hanging from 
a branch over their heads. He 
heard everything they said. 

“Svsooo, that’sss what I mussst do," 

I oka whispered. “I mussst get the little 
meerkat on hisss own. That meansss I 
muvsst get rid of hisss fat, busssybody 
fricndvss!" 

(oka coiled himself around the branch. 
He needed a plan, a gotnl one. 

From what they had said, Joka knew 
that Timon, Simba, and Pumbaa were the 
best of friends. And Timon w as terrified. 
It would be hard to get him on his own. 


-27* 







“I’m really in the mood for svxotnc 
tasssty mcerkat," Joka muttered. "There 
muwst be a way!" 

I Ic kept thinking until the sun went 
down and the moon came up. Finally, in 
the middle of the night, Joka a retched 
He had a plan. 

“Bessst ftrcndsss arc hard to sssepa- 
rate," he hissed to himself. “Svso the way 
to do thiws ivw to make swurc they are 
not hessst friends** ammorc ’ 

First thing the next morning, loka 
slithered dow n the tree and looked for 
Fumbaa. He saw Simha standing guard 
over Timon, who was hunting for grubs. 

“Sssimply perfect," loka hissed. He 
went on a bit farther and found Purnhaa 
staring at a banana tree, waiting fi>r some 
fruit to fall. 

“A swine ere good morning." 

I'umbaa jumped. 

“No need to get sswwi nervouvw," 
hissed Joka, staring into Fumbaa’s eyes. 
“I mean you no harm. It’sss been my 
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vssad experience that warthog gives me 
indigessstion." 

Fumbaa didn’t know whether to feel 
glad or insulted. Still, he couldn’t take his 
eyes off Joka. He mumbled a good bye 
and tried to run, but his feet wouldn't 
listen to his head. Joka continued to 
speak softly to Fumbaa. 

“I’m sssorry to sssec that the mcerkat 
docsssn’t like you. lie told me that you 
were xxstupid and sssmcllcd bad. llut'vss 
w hy I decided to eat turn. I didn't know 
you were friendsss. Friendvss d»*n’t sway 
thingsss like that about each other." 

Fumbaa was getting dizzy’. He tried to 
run again, but his feet still felt as if they 
were stuck in mud. 

"Yesss. Now he haws the lion to pro¬ 
tect him," Joka went on. “Hc’sss not 
your friend anymore, if he ever wasss." 

loka Withered off through the grass. 
When he got to the edge of the clearing, 
he hissed softly, "You will forget that you 
ever talked to me." 
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Pumbaa stared at the grass. He was 
supposed t« forget something, hut he 
couldn't remember what it was. 

A lew minutes later, he heard Timon 
and Simha singing as they ambled 
through the jungle. Timon was rubbing 
his hands together. 

“Yummv, summy, yummy, I need 
grubs in my tummy," sang Timon. “Boy, 
oh, boy, am I hungry!" 

"That's a good sign," said Simha. “We 
were worried about you." 

“What were you worried about?" 
asked Timon. “I’m fine. After all, there’s 
nothing like attacking a python and 
winning to give a guy an appetite. And 
have I ever got an appetite!" 

“Wait a second," said Pumbaa. “I 
thought the fntlwn attacked w»'* 

“Don’t be ridiculous," said Timon. 
“That was only alter I attacked him, sec." 

Simba shook his head. “I think you 
may have hit sour head when you fainted 
from fright," he said. “Maybe your 
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memory got a little messed up." 

"Absolutely not!" said Timon “What 
happened was, I attacked him. Then he 
attacked me, see. I lud the whole thing 
under control—" 

“You did?" asked Simba. 

“Of course," snapped Timon. "Then 
you came along and knocked me down. 
I'd have beaten that python in a minute." 

“Oh, sure," said Pumhaa. He grunted. 

“I’m tough," said Timon. He spun 
around, pretending he w as boxing. 

“I need a nap," said Pumbaa. He was 
still feeling dir/v. but he couldn't 
remember why. He didn’t remember 
Jolu. All he remembered w as suddenly 
feeling sleepy. 

“A nap?" said Timon. “What for?" 

“forget the nap! Let’s go to the 
mud hole," said Simba. “We can cool 
off." 

"I’ll stay here and rest," said Pumhaa. 

“Okay, okay! It’s better if Simba 
comes with me anyway because you’re so 
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hard to wake up," grumbled Timon. “If 
that python came after me, you’d 
probably sleep through the whole thing." 

Pumhaa Uiokcd hurt. He said, “I guess 
you won’t miss me, will you?" 

Simba and Timon walked to the mud- 
hole. Joka slithered to the gmund from a 
tret and followed tht 'ii 

“So how come mud is so cool?" asked 
Simha. 

“I dunno," said Timon. He jumped 
on Simba’s bask and looked around. 
“Where do you think that snake is?" 

“Don’t you wanna talk about science?" 
asked Simba. 

“No," said Timon. “Could he be 
behind that tree?" 

“What?" asked Simba. 

“I’m worried," said Timon. “Are you 
sure you don’t see that snake?" 

“I’m beginning to think you only want 
me around as a bodyguard," said Simba. 

“Don’t be silly,” snapped Timon. 

“But you uid that Pumhaa was too 










hard to wake up. You only came with—" 
SimHi heard a rustle in the leaves 

“Help!’* Timon squeaked. “That 
python is out tlKte! I heard him! Saie 
me!" 

Simha w hipped around, hut all he saw 
was a swaging sine. 

“I was right," Simha said. “You only 
want me as a bodyguard." 

Timon looked around nervously. Then 
he grinned at Simha. “What makes you 
think that!” 

Simha glared at him. “So why is mud 
cool?" 

"Who cares?" said Timon, jumping off 
Simha’s back. “Let's go!" He ran ahead 
but kept looking oser his shoulder to he 
wire Simha was following him 

Simha walked slowly, growling softly. 

“All according to plan," hissed Joka, 
smiling. “It won't he long before that 
friend svship ivss oser." 
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Chapter 



T he nest morning, |oka found 

Simha lying on a rock in the sun. 
“Hello, big and fuzzy one. I hase 
sssonic intcrevssting newsss. 1 heard 
Timon tell Punihaa that he doewsn’t like 
hasing you around, hut he ncedsss you to 
he hisss bodyguard. Some friend!" 

Simha growled, and |oka slithered 
away. 

A little while later, h>ka found Pumhaa 
scratching his hack on a tree. “Hello, 
tusssked one. Did you know I heard 
Timon essay he’d rather he with Sssimha 
than with you? It muwst he true 
hecausssc the)- go cserywherc together." 





Pumbaa glared at Iota and trotted oft'. 

All day long, Juka stalked the three 
friends. He rustled the leaves to stare 
Timon. This made Timon so jumpy and 
cranky, Pumbaa and Simba started to 
think it was true that Timon couldn’t 
stand them. 

Pumbaa didn’t want to believe what 
]oka told him, but he still felt jealous of 
Simba. Simba kept wondering if loka had 
been telling the truth, and he was jealous 
of Pumbaa. Timon was mad at both of 
t lie fit because he thought they weren’t 
protecting him well enough. Itv bedtime, 
nobody w as talking to anybody. 

But a good night’s sleep makes 
everything look better. The nett day. 
when they were all at the mini hole. 
Pumbaa picked up a dot of mud and 
asked,“What nukes mud act like mud. 1 '* 

“Mud is special magic stuff that is only 
found in wet places," said Timon. “It’s 
alive, kind of like bugs, but it doesn’t 
taste good.” 
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“I thought mud w as just regular dirt 
that got wet.” said Pumbaa. 

“Thai’s what I thought too,” said 
Simba. 

“You only think that, Pumbaa, because 
you don’t know anything about science,” 
said Timon. “It’s a good thing you have 
me to tell you how things work. You’d 
never figure anything out on your own.” 

“That’s not true!" said Pumbaa. “I’m 
not dumb, you know!" 

“Oh, yeah?" said I'imon. "Well, you 
sure act dumb enough sometimes!” 

“I wish you wouldn't say things like 
that to me," Pumbaa said. “You’re not 
my best friend anymore!" 

Pumbaa w addled off into the jungle. 

"He’ll be back.” Timon said, yawning 
and stretching. 

But the slay wore on, and Pumbaa 
didn't come luck. Every time Timon heard 
a noise in the jungle, he would jump up. 

Finally, Timon got tired of waiting. 
“C’moo, kid," he said to Simba. “let's 


-37- 



go down to the waterfall." 

“I’m worried about Pumhaa," said 
Simha. “We should be here when he gets 
back." 

“1 don’t care if he come* back or not." 
said Tunon. “lie’s not my best friend 
anymore" 

“You don’t mean that," said Simha. 

“Maybe I do, and maybe 1 don’t." said 
Tirnon. “But it doesn’t matter. Pumhaa 
will come back w hen he’s ready. So hurry 
up. You know I can’t go anyplace unless 
sou come with me. And I want to go to 
the waterfall." 

“Well, I’m tired of you bossing me 
around," snapped Simba. “You don’t 
really w ant me to be your friend. You just 
want me to protect you. Ymi don’t like 
any body but yourself.” 

“Hut's not true I I like you a lot," said 
Tirnon. “1 never said 1 didn’t want to Ik 
your best Iriend. I just need you to go to 
the waterfall with me." 

“You mean you care about me, but 
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you don’t care about Pumhaa?" asked 
Simba. 

“Well, 1 do care about Pumhaa," 
mumbled Tunon. “It’s just that he 
doesn’t care about me anymore." 

“Well, 1 care about Pumhaa," said 
Simba. "and I’m going to go find him. 

I mivs him, and I want us all to be 
together!" 

"Yeah, but the p-p-python—" stam¬ 
mered Tirnon. 

“Yeah, but nothing," said Simba. 
“That python is miles away by now. I 
gave him a good scare." 

And with that, Simba stalked off into 
the trees. 

“Wait!" yelled Timon. “Don’t lease 
me alone! Gome back!" 

Simba didn’t turn around. Tunon 
could hear him stomping through the 
leases. Soon he couldn’t hear anything. 

“It’s awful quiet around here.” 
Tirnon whispered to himself. “In fact, 
it’s so quiet, it’s creepy." 





He walked over to one side of the 
clearing. Then he talked hack to the 
other side of the clearing. 

“Pumbaa?" he called out. "Simba?" 

Nobody answered. He looked around 
to be wire. Huusa. Tinton jumped. But it 
was only the wind in the giant ferns. 
Maybe. Timon shivered. Simba could be 
wrong. 

Where was that python anyway? 
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Chapter 



P umbaa was sitting on the bank 
beside the waterfall. Timon had 
said he was dumb. Pumbaa didn't 
think lie was dumb, lust because he 
didn't know all the things Timon knew 
didn't mean he wasn't smart. 

The more Pumbaa thought about it, 
the sadder he felt. After all. sometimes 
Timon slid things that were dumb too. 
But Pumbaa would neser pick on him 
because of it. 

He heard a sound behind him. 
“Timon!" he cried, thinking his friend 
had come to apologue for being so 
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mean. He was hoping Timon would tell 
him he was sorry for what he’d said. 

“I hase svsome newsss for sou." Joka 
was hanging from a branch, sw aying back 
and forth. He was smiling a happy 
python smile. 

Pumbaa stood up and pawed the 
ground. “Get away from me!" 

“I>on*t worry," said Joka. “I’m not 
going to cat you. As I said, warthngsss 
are bad for my digesssrion. I hase a 
messsage from your little mccrkat friend." 

“No kidding?" said Pumbaa. “Why 
should I beliesv you?" 

“Tlut’sss up to you." 

“What did he say ?" asked Pumbaa. He 
wanted so to hear that Timon wanted to 
nuke up. 

“Not much," said Joka. “Your little 
friend sways** he docvssn’l care whether 
you eser come back. He sssaysss that 
Sssimba isss hisss bessst friend now." 

|oka smiled again and slithered up into 
the leases. 





His hc.»d lunging, Pumbaa walked to 
the mtetfiU. It was bubbling and splash¬ 
ing and burbling cheerfully. Pumbaa felt 
very unchccry. He wanted to cry. 

Maybe I should sing a s««og, Pumbaa 
thought The mwiNc is, I can't think of 
any good ones. Timon is the one who 
thinks up all the good songs. 

Puntbaa sat for a while, his head 
between his hoove*. He looked at his 
legs. I‘m covered with mud, he thought. 
Maybe I’ll go sit under the waterfall. 

Then he slumped to the ground. 
“Nobody cares whether I’m muddy or 
not," he said out loud. “Why bother 
getting washed} 1 * 

Meanwhile, Simba had looked every¬ 
where Sir Pumbaa. He lud gone to all the 
places Pumbaa liked. He’d gone to the 
hollow, the tree stump grub nest, the 
clearing, and the swinging sine spot. He’d 
gone all the way to the edge of the jungle, 
but Pumbaa was nowhere to Ik found. 

Simba lay down to think where else he 








might search. He yawned. Nap time. He 
began to climb a tree v> he could stretch 
out on a branch. Something soft and 
shiny was already up there. 

|oka! 

“(let out of here!” Simba snarkd. 

“Why ssshould 1?" hissed the python. 
“I'm only here with a messsage from your 
little meerkat friend.” 

“Oh, really?" said Simba. 

“Your little friend sssaysss to tell you 
that the warthog is&s back," said the 
python. “He akvso svsavvss to tell you 
they don't scant to sssec you anymore. 
You’re no longer their friend." 

|oka smiled another happy python 
smile and slithered down the tree and 
into the jungle. 

Simba roared at Joka. It helped a lit¬ 
tle, but he missed Timon and Pumbaa. 
What would he do without them? He 
wouldn't have anyone to sing songs with 
or cal grubs with or splash in the 
waterfall with. 


He began to pace. Something Joka 
had said scented odd. He didn't knosv 
w hat it was, but something w as wn»ng. 

Simba went over cscry word Joka had 
said. 

“That’s it!" he roared. "Joka said 
Timon told him to tell me that the 
warthog was back!" 

Simba roared again. “Wrong! Timon 
would never call Pumbaa the warthog. 
He’d call him Pumbaa! That snake lied! 
Timon neser gave him a message at all!" 

Simba furrowed his brow. Why would 
Joka lie? Then he knew the horrible 
answer. Joka had tried to cat Timon once 
before. Simba and Pumbaa had vowed to 
protect Timon, neser to leave him alone. 

“Omigosh!" Simba groaned. “That 
python’s going to cat Timon! Ami I 
helped set the trap." 
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Chapter 



T imon piled a bunch of sticks in a 
heap. “If that crazy python chow* 
up. 111 throw these at him. I got 
an arsenal." 

A parrot (lew by, flapping it* wing*, 
and Timon jumped, dropping a stick. 

“On the other hand," mumbled 
Timon, "I could hide under the pile." 

Another parrot lies* oscrhead, screech¬ 
ing to the first one. Timon grabbed a 
big stick. 

“But I’d be better off up a tree," sakl 
Timon, dropping the stick. 

He lieadcd toward the biggest tree. 
"Oh, no!" he cried. Joka was hanging 


down from the lowest branch. 

“Well, hello, my little mccrkat lunch." 
said )oka. “How would you like to be 
lessened? With gravy or without?" 

“Ooo-whece," shrieked Timon. 
backing up as fast as he could, right into 
the mudholc. 

(oka slithered down the tree and 
across the clearing until he w as facing 
Timon. 

Timon was afraid to look |oka in the 
eye. He remembered what had happened 
the last time. 

I don’t want to try that hyp-no ti/ing 
stuff again, Timon thought. I couldn't 
mov e a muscle. 

I Ic ey ed his pile of sticks. 

“tict lost, you big bully," Timon 
yelled. "Or I’ll sock you in the nose!" 

Timon waved his arms w ildly, but |oka 
came clover, a very happy python smile 
on his face. 

Timon grabbed the biggest stick from 
the pile. Joka kept moving closer. “Yum, 
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yum," he said. 

Uh-oh, Timon thought. Tune to run. 
He ran to the right. Joka cut him off. He 
ran to the left, {oka cut him off again. 

“C^an’t run," Timon said to himself. 
“How about a hole in the ground?" 

'Ilmon started digging. Joka kept on 
coming, an even happier python smile on 
his face. |oka coiled himself around 
Timon, squeezing at the same time. 

“Cut it out!" wheezed Timon. “leggo 
of me! I hardly esen know pm!" 

Hut Joka kept smiling and squeezing. 
“I can’t wait," he said. 

Timon heard a crashing in the leases. 
Pumlvu burst into the clcanng. 

“Drop him!" yelled Pumbaa He 
charged (oka. Pumbaa tried to spear |oka 
on a tusk, but |oka kept twisting to put 
Timon in the way of Pumbaa’s tusks. 

"I’m afraid I’ll spear sou by accident," 
Pumbaa said to Timon. 

“And I’m afraid Joka will keep squeez¬ 
ing until I can’t breathe anymore," said 


Timon, gasping for air. “Take that, sou 
wimp!" Timon squeaked, lie pulled an 
arm tree and hit Joka on the head with 
his fist. 

“Hcchcchcc, you’re tickling me," 
Joka said. 

Timon heard a snarl. 

“Simba!" he squeaked. Simba leaped 
into the clearing and landed in front of 
the python. He bared his teeth. “Ixt go 
of my friend now!" he snarled. 

“Why ssshould I?" hissed the python. 

“Because if you don’t," said Pumbaa, 
“we will hast- one of the best snake-meat 
lunches ever served in this jungle!" 

With that, Pumbaa charged Joka ami 
pushed him back against the tree trunk. 
This time Pumlua pinned Joka with his 
tusks so the python couldn’t move. 

Simba leaped ami landed nest to 
Pumbaa. With a sweep of his paw, he 
clawed Joka. 

Hissing loudly, Joka started to uncoil. 
Timon fell to the ground. Panting, he 



dragged himself oui of the way. 

As soon ax Timon wa\ in the clear, 
Pumbaa snapped his Inad around and 
hooked Joka with a tusk. 

I oka w rapped himself around 
1‘umbaa'x body. He began to squeeze. 
Simba opened his mouth wide and 
clamped it on )oka*s neck. 

(oka flattened, and Pumbaa fell free, 
“let Vs talk,'* Joka said. “I can vsscc 
that you boysss arc upvsset." 


“ Upul hardly covers it," said Pumbaa. 

“Ssv>, I made a little misspake," |olu 
whined. “lussst let go. and I promise 
not to hold a grudge. No hard I'cclingsss. 
right?" 

“No hard feelings at all," said Simba. 
“In fact, I think we should all take a little 
walk, don't you?" 

Pumbaa nodded, and Timon piped up: 
“I know a nice little rasinc you’ll just 
lose!" 










Chapter 



C ush!" Kopa jumped. Hb on were 
wide open. “What happened 
next?" 

“After that, it w as a piece of cake," 
vaid Timon. “Vour father carried that 
lying python down to the ravine and 
dropped him over the edge." 

“Yeah," said Pumhaa. “Then Timon 
threw some rocks in to make sure he got 
the me\uge not to come hack." 

“I>id you guys nuke up then!" 

“We sure did," said Pumhaa. “But not 
right away. My feelings were still hurt." 

“He still wasn’t sure Joka had been 
lying to him," Timon said with a chuckle. 
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“Simha had figured out the python was 
lying to him. But Pumhaa was still afraid 
I only wanted to be friend* with Simha." 

“So how did you figure out what went 
WTong?" Kopa asked Pumhaa. 

“I knew I had to hear those words 
from Timon’s mouth," Mid Pumhaa. 
“Just because some python Mid them 
didn’t mean they were true. That’s why I 
had come hack. It was lucky I got there 
in time to save him." 

“Yeah. I remember it to this day," said 
Timon. "He Mid even though I thought 
he was dumb, he didn't want our 
friendship to he over. But if it was really 
over, he had to hear me uy it." 

“We’d been buddies too long for me 
to leave fiircYcr because of rumors," said 
Pumhaa. 

“Guys can get mad at each other, hut 
that doesn’t mean they’re going to he 
mad at each other forever,” said Timon. 
“I told Pumhaa I still liked him and 
wanted him for my friend." 
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“So then w hit happened?" 
asked Knpa. 

"The umc thing that was going on 
before," said Pumbaa. 

“First we went swimming," said 
Timon. “Pumbaa still needed a bath." 

"I always need a hath," said Pumbaa. 

"I don't like 'em, but I need 'em." 

“And we ate a bunch of those fat 
grubs that night to celebrate," said 
Timon. "It was a regular feast." 

"And we talked about science and 
friendship and trust," said Pumbaa. 
“Because after that pvt Ison had lied to us, 
we learned that friendship is based on 
trust." 

Knpa sat still for a while. Then he said, 
“I guess maybe I should go talk to Afua." 

“That would probably be a good 
idea," said Timon. 

"I mean, Afua may not know he's 
hurting my feelings when he says that 
Beba is better at cserything than I am." 

“That’s true," said Pumbaa. “And 








besides, what docs it nutter if Beba is 
good at v>mc things? You're good at 
some other things that Beba isn’t good 
at, 1 bet.” 

“And just because someone is better at 
things than you arc doesn’t mean they’re 
better at being a best friend than you 
are," said Timon. 

“That's right!" said Knpa. He kxikcd 
more cheerful. “I’m going right now!" 

"Going where?" asked Nala. She 
w alkcd up to Knpa, Imt he was on his 
wav 

“Hey, see ya. Mom!" Knpa yelled over 
his shoulder. 

“He seems much happier than when I 
left him here," Nala said 

“Nothing like some deep science talk 
to cheer a guy up," said Timon. 

“What was the problem?" asked Nala. 

“Nothing the cub can’t handle," said 
Pumhaa. “Just a little disagreement 
between best buddies, if you know what I 
mean." 
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Nala smiled. “I kn«»w exactly what you 
mean." she said. “'Hunks tor your help." 

“Piece of cake," said Timon. “That’s 
what friends arc for, right?" 

Nala gave Pumhaa and Timon each a 
kiss. "That's what uncles are for too." 

After Nala was gone, Pumhaa sighed 
and rolled over on his back. “Yeah, I’d 
almost forgotten about that lying snake." 

“Not me," said Timon. “The elephant 
is big, and the mccrkat is small. But 
neither ever forgets a friend—or an 
enemy." 

"I have to say that I have never lost my 
trust in you," said Pumhaa with a yawn. 
“In fact, I think I trust you more than I 
trust anyone. I even bet I trust you more 
than you trust me." 

“Arc you kidding?" snapped Timon. 

“I definitely trust you more than you 
trust me! In fact I trust you so much 
that—" 

“Whadda you mean?" Pumhaa gasped. 
“How can you say that? I trust you more 
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than you'll cser know! In fact, it hurts my 
Icclings lo hear you sjv that!" 

“Sav what?" argued Timon. “If you 
think for thirty seconds that your trust is 
greater than mine, well, then, you lusc 
another think coming, bud! I bet—“ 

I'umbaa turned his back. Timon 
stamped his foot. 

“I ncser thought I'd sec the day when 
you called my trust into question," said 
I'umbaa with a moan. 

As she strolled down live path, Nalt 
heard the two friends arguing. She smiled 
and shook her head. She knew nothing 
could come between true friends for 
long. 






■TyTYTTYTYYTYTTTTYTfYTTTVTTTTTTl* 

f imon, Pumbaa, and Simba arc best 
friend*. Nothing can come 
between them — except Ioka. the 
python. Hungrily eyeing Timon, Joka 
decides the only way to get the meerkat 
on his own is to plant the seeds of 
jealousy among the friends so that 
Pumbaa and Simba will leave Timon 
unprotected. Joka's 
doer plan works. His 
friends gone, Timon . 
stands alone. /u 


Will he 
end up in 
Joka’s 
; clutches? 
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